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I could not conceal my being distressed. I told her I
was very unhappy, but I would not tell her why. She
took this very seriously, and was so much affected that
she went next morning and gave up her house. 1
went in the afternoon and secured the house, and then
drank tea with her. She was much agitated ; she
said she was determined to go and board herself in
the north of England, and that I used her very ill.
I expostulated with her; I was sometimes resolved to
let her go, and sometimes my heart was like to burst
within me. I held her dear hand; her eyes were full
of passion ; I took her in my arms ; I told her what
made me miserable; she was pleased to find it was
nothing worse. She had imagined that I was sus-
picious of her fidelity, and she thought that very un-
generous in reconsidering her behaviour. She said I
should not mind her faults before I knew her^ since
her conduct was now most circumspect. We renewed
our fondness. She owned she loved me more than
she had ever done her husband. All was again well.
She said she did not reproach me with my former
follies, and we should be on an equal footing. My mind
all at once felt a spring; I embraced her with transport.
[The letter then proceeds to say that the same evening
he supped with some friends, became intoxicated, and
committed gross follies, which the next day he went
and confessed to his charmer in terms which he thinks
eloquent.]

How like you the eloquence of a young barrister ?
It was truly the eloquence of love. She bid me rise,
she took me by the hand ; she said she forgave me ;
she kissed me ; she gently upbraided me for entertain-
ing any unfavourable idea of her; she bid me take
great care of myself,,and in time coming never drink
upon any account. Own to me, Temple, that this was